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THE ADVENTURES OF 
THOMAS KITTEN 


HIS PEDIGREE 


Thomas Kitten was a pure-bred English cat. He 
had short sharp ears, a smooth black coat which 
shone like polished jet, the shape and walk of a 
small black tiger, and a very long tail. 

I never knew his father, but his mother was very 
friendly to human beings, and used to rub up against 
them when she met them. She lived by hunting rats 
in the cellars and garrets of an old building in Man- 
chester, and belonged to no particular person, but 
she had many saucers of milk from people who had 
offices and cafés. . 

Thomas Kitten’s first home was a box of sawdust 
in a garret, and all that he remembered of his mother 
was just something nice and soft and warm. Then 
one night, when he was still only a very little kitten 
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indeed, someone carried him down a flight of stairs. 
There, with his innocent blue eyes blinking in the 
light, and his soft black coat all gritty with sawdust, 
he was given into the arms of a lady called “ Ann ”. 

She wore a red coat with a black fur collar. She 
undid two buttons at the neck and tucked Thomas 
Kitten inside. There, finding it very nice and warm, 
he snuggled down and was content. 

Ann walked down two more flights of stairs and 
out into the night. It was cold, frosty, and starlight. 
Thomas Kitten, peeping his nose out of the black 
fur collar, found himself in a very wonderful world. 
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ANN TAKES THOMAS KITTEN HOME 


Ann, with Thomas Kitten peeping out of her 
collar, made her way to the railway station and got 
into a train. The compartment was full of ladies, 
but at first no one noticed Thomas Kitten, for he 
was just the same colour as the fur collar out of 
which he was peeping. 

It was warmer in the train, and for a little change, 
Thomas Kitten climbed out, on to Ann’s shoulder. 
Then someone said: : 

“ Oh, what a dear little kitten!” 

The ladies gathered round and stroked him and 
tickled him until he was quite alarmed, and said 
“Meow ” so pathetically that Ann put him inside 
her coat again. 

Soon the train stopped. They got out and went 
to Ann’s home. A bright fire was burning in the 
kitchen and the kettle was boiling on the hob. Ann 
put Thomas Kitten down, and poured some milk 
‘into a saucer for him. He did not drink it, for he 
did not know how. 

“He can’t be hungry,” she thought. 

Soon after, an old gentleman came in. Ann 
prepared supper, and the scent of some milk being 
made hot was very delightful to Thomas Kitten. 
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He already began to feel very hungry, but he 
never thought of trying to drink the milk which 
was poured out for him. 


THOMAS KITTEN IS AFRAID AND FINDS 
A HIDING PLACE 


By and by the lights were put out and Thomas 
Kitten was left alone in the kitchen. He felt very 
scared, for a kitchen seemed a wilderness after a box 
of sawdust. The fire went low and it began to be 
very cold. He longed for his nice warm furry 
mother to feed him and keep him warm. 

The fire went clean out. He was terrified, cold, 
hungry, and miserable. He could see, of course, 
much better than you or I could have seen. This 
vast kitchen seemed full of all sorts of dreadful 
shadows and terrible things which might hurt a little 
kitten. 

He longed for somewhere to hide, and being a 
kitten of character set out to find a place. He sniffed 
about and soon found a tiny crack down which he 
could just squeeze his small body. It was between 
the dresser and the wall. 

Having once started down this narrow passage, 
he found it impossible to turn back. He pursued 
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his adventurous way and came at length to a place, 
behind the cupboard part of the dresser, where the 


A Hiding Place 


space widened out a little. He could now jump down 
from the skirting to the floor. 

He felt much safer here, and curling himself up, 
dozed until morning. 


mes THOMAS KITTEN 


THOMAS KITTEN CANNOT BE 
FOUND 


Thomas Kitten was awakened by the clatter of 
the maid making the fire. He could stand up com- 
fortably in his little compartment, but he was by 
this time so hungry that he was weak in the legs 
and dizzy in the head. 

““ Meow,” he said, but the maid never thought 
of a little pussy cat being behind there, and took 
no notice. It was the little bit of extra space above 
the skirting which had made it possible for Thomas 
Kitten to squeeze behind the dresser. He thought 
now that he would try to get back, but tried at the 
bottom and found it too narrow. It seemed to him 
that he was a prisoner. He said ‘‘ Meow ” again 
rather desperately and kept on saying it over and 
over again. 

At last Grandpa came down and heard him. 

** Dear me,” said he, “‘ it must be the little kitten. 
I wonder where it is.” 

He looked under the safe, and in the boot- 
cupboard, and under the table, and in the clothes 
basket, but he could not find Thomas Kitten. All 
the time poor Thomas was saying ‘‘ Meow ” more 
and more pathetically behind the dresser. 
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Then Ann came down. 

““ We can’t find the kitten,” said Grandpa, “ but 
we can hear him.” 

Ann stood and listened carefully. 

“It sounds as if he were in one of the dresser 
drawers,” said she. She opened them all and looked 
inside, but he was not there. 

“ Meow,” said Thomas Kitten again, very faint 
and weary. Ann heard. ‘“‘ He must be behind the 
dresser,” said she. 

“Impossible,” said Grandpa. “‘ He could not 
have squeezed even his small self down there.” 

But Ann had seized the end, and as it came away, 
it seemed to Thomas Kitten as though an earthquake 
had happened. His misery gave way to terror, so 
that it was just a spitting little ball of black fur that 
Ann picked up. 

She snuggled him against her neck and said 
“Poor little kitty!’ to him, so that he felt quite 
soothed. When she put him down and walked along 
the passage towards the dining-room he staggered 
after her. 


Learning to Feed Himself 
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THOMAS KITTEN LEARNS TO EAT 


“J don’t believe this cat knows how to eat,” said 
Ann, when she saw that Thomas Kitten staggered 
as he followed her. She looked at his bowl of milk 
and not a drop had been drunk. So she took him 
on her knee, and dipping her finger in a saucer of 
milk, wet his lips with it. He licked them gratefully. 
Again and again she wet his lips and he licked them, 
until he began to feel a little better. 

Then Ann put him down and ate her breakfast. 
Then she gave him his second lesson. He began to 
lick her finger. She put it close to the saucer and 
he began to lick that and so came to the milk. 

Meanwhile Grandpa had called at a house where 
his grandchildren, Jack, Mary, and Kathleen, lived. 
Mary and Kathleen were so eager to see the little 
kitten that they came across at once. Ann had both 
Thomas Kitten and a saucer of milk on her knee. 
He looked such a tiny piece of black fluff that 
Kathleen said: 

“Isn’t he little! Can he walk?” 

“Oh, yes,” said Ann, and she put him down 
in the middle of the floor and went back to her 
chair. 

But Thomas Kitten was still timid after his 
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adventures. When he found himself all alone again 
in the middle of a big floor, he was afraid, and 
making one dart, he bolted up Ann’s leg. His sharp 
little claws went into her flesh as he climbed. 


** Ho—Ho ” she squealed, as she seized 
Thomas Kitten round the middle and hauled him 
down again. 


She looked so funny that Kathleen and Mary 
thought her even more amusing than the cat. The 
squeals were soon all squeals of laughter. Ann put 
Thomas Kitten on the rug and he slept until noon. 
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THOMAS KITTEN’S ADVENTURES IN 
THE EARLY MORNING 


When Thomas Kitten grew a little older, he 
learned to find his way to Ann’s room as soon as it 
was light. When the door was shut, he lay on the 
mat until he could get in. If he found Ann asleep, 
he put his paw on her face to waken her. 

One morning she was very sound asleep indeed. 
He put his paw on her face very gently two or three 
times, but failed to waken her. So he put out his 
claws and scratched her very gently right on the 
end of her nose. She wakened suddenly, sneezing 
and spluttering so much that Thomas Kitten won- 
dered what the fuss was for. Ann went about for 
a whole week with a vivid red scratch right on the 
end of her nose. 

On one of his early morning rambles, Thomas 
Kitten went into the bathroom. He jumped on to 
the side of the bath and found it half full of cold 
water in which some towels were floating. He 
watched these floating objects, fascinated, for a 
time. 

At length he reached his paw down the side of 
the bath and tried to touch one of the towels. 

Farther and farther he reached, and at last he 
2, 
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Thomas Kitten has a Dip 
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managed it. As he did so it moved away. He tried 
to reach still farther and touch it again, when— 
slip—splash——— he had overbalanced and was in 
the water. 

With a howl of terror, and a bound, he was out 
again. So swiftly had he jumped, that only his 
paws and the under part of his body were wet, 
except for his tail. His tail was in a pitiable con- 
dition. It was absolutely soaked and as heavy as 
lead. When he tried to lift it erect as usual, he was 
horrified to find that he could not do so. 

He walked along the passage to Grandpa’s room 
dragging it after him. As he went it left a wet streak 
upon the floor. It was a very miserable kitten who 
sat for an hour on Grandpa’s eiderdown, dolefully 
licking a very wet tail. When at last he jumped 
down, he found to his great relief that he could 
lift it again. 

He went downstairs and sat by the kitchen fire. 
Its warmth soon made his damp fur fluffy. Soon 
Ann, who was making suet pudding, heard his low 
purr, and knew that Thomas Kitten was once more 
at peace with the world. 
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THOMAS KITTEN PLAYS CHESS 


Ann used sometimes to play chess with her 
nephew, Jack. One day when Thomas Kitten 
returned from a stroll round the house, he found 
them seated in two arm-chairs by the fire, with a 
chess board set out between them. 

“Dear me, how slow and quiet everything is,” 
thought he, as he jumped on Ann’s knee. She 
stroked him absent-mindedly, for she was intent 
upon her game. He curled himself up and went to 
sleep. When he wakened some time later they were 
still at it. He watched them curiously for some time. 
They would move a piece and then be quite a long 
while before they moved another. 

“This is a slow game,” thought he. “TI could 
play a much better game than that, with all those 
nice curly pieces.” The Castle was at his corner. 
He put his paw out very cautiously and pawed it 
over. It went on the floor and he jumped after it, 
and had a gay time rolling it over and over with his 
paws. Ann sat thinking and never missed it. Jack 
had seen and was chuckling to himself, but said 
nothing. 

Quite a long time passed. Then she wanted her 


THOMAS PLAYS CHESS 19 


Castle to back her Queen up. She looked in the 
corner for it, but it was not there. 

“Dear me,” said Ann, “I thought I had a Castle 
in this corner. I’m sure I haven’t lost both my 
Castles. You haven’t taken both my Castles, have 
you, Jack?” 

“No,” said Jack, giggling; “I’ve taken one and 


Moving a Piece 


Thomas Kitten has taken the other, and he’s rolling 
his about the floor.” 

Ann went after Thomas Kitten and took the 
Castle from him. But the love of chasing chess 
pieces had entered into his soul. His mistress 
had scarcely replaced the piece, when, with a curious 
leopard-like twist of his body, and a single bound, 
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he was on the chess board, and with a sweep of his 
paw, had scattered the pieces in all directions. 

The Queen rolled off into a corner and Thomas 
Kitten careered madly after her. His joy was short- 
lived, for he had scarcely touched her with his paw, 
when Ann picked him up and put him outside the 
door. ‘There in the dark his spirits fell. 

“It’s a pity when people can’t see a joke,” thought 
he as he strolled sulkily towards the kitchen. There 
he settled himself upon the rug, and gazing into the 
fire, meditated on the foolishness of human beings 
for the rest of the evening. 
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THOMAS KITTEN TAKES SOME PIECES 
FROM THE CHESS BOX 


The next day, when Thomas Kitten was prowling 
round, he found the box where the chess men were 
kept. The lid had not been put on straight. ‘Thomas 
Kitten could see the pieces inside. He put his paw 
down the nick and pawed at them. 

He pawed and pawed until at last he managed to 
paw one of them out. It was the Castle again and 
it rolled over the carpet beautifully. ‘Thomas Kitten 
pranced after it quite delighted, and as he went, he 
rolled it over and over with his paws, as a footballer 
dribbles a football. 

Soon it rolled off the carpet on to the stained 
floor. It rolled back again and came to rest just at 
the edge of the carpet. He pawed it again and it 
went under. He tried to paw it out and pushed it 
farther in. ‘There it remained, about eight inches 
from the edge of the carpet. 

“Tl go and get another,” thought Thomas 
Kitten, and he went. This time it was a Pawn which 
he managed to paw out. It did not roll so beautifully 
as the Castle, so he soon tired of the game. 

When Jack came in the evening, he and Ann set 
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the pieces out, but the Pawn and Castle could not 
be found. Thomas Kitten sat on the rug washing 
himself and never said a word. They found the 
Pawn, but it was some days before anyone noticed 
the little lump in the carpet where the Castle lay 
hidden. They had to play with Ann’s silver thimble 
in the Castle’s place, and Jack said it annoyed him 
and put him off his game. 

Whenever Thomas Kitten felt in need of a little 
fun, he found the chess box and pawed the pieces 
out. The set was rarely complete, for as fast as Ann 
found one piece, Thomas Kitten lost another. 


THOMAS KITTEN SHOWS FIGHT 


As the days grew warmer, Ann put Thomas 
Kitten’s dinner out in the yard. The very first day 
that she did so, a big Airedale dog, called Jack, came 
and ate it up before Thomas Kitten’s very eyes. It 
was a fish dinner, too, and Thomas Kitten loved 
fish. 

He had only eaten about two mouthfuls, when 
Jack entered the yard. Thomas Kitten fled in terror 
to the top of the wall. There he sat watching his » 
dinner rapidly disappear down Jack’s throat. But 
the sight was so exasperating, that his anger got the 
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Thomas shows Fight 


better of his fear. He came down from the wall and 
approached Jack. 

Now Jack was an old dog, and his experience of 
cats had been varied and sometimes painful. He 
knew very well that if a cat gets angry, it will scratch 
a dog’s eyes. If it can’t reach his eyes, it will scratch 
his nose. He had received many such scratches 
when he was a puppy, and so had learned sense. 
When he saw Thomas Kitten’s eyes turn from blue 
to green, and from green to yellow, when he saw 
him rise on his hind legs with his paws apart, and 
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all his claws out ready to spring, and when, to crown 
all, Thomas Kitten spat savagely at him, he thought 
discretion better than valour, and turning, walked 
out of the yard. 

“T wish I’d done it sooner,” thought Thomas 
Kitten, as he licked the almost empty plate. 

Ever after that, if any dog tried to bully him, he 
always spotted a place of retreat with his eye, and 
then showed fight. What can a cat do, when fighting 
an animal bigger than itself, but spit, and scratch, 
and then run up a tree? 
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THOMAS KITTEN HAS A NARROW 
ESCAPE 


There was a big iron safe, with doors six inches 
thick, in the kitchen of Thomas Kitten’s home. It 
was raised about four inches from the floor, and 
Thomas Kitten had always found the little space 
beneath a place of refuge in times of trouble. 

When he grew older, he would sit with his tail 
curled round his legs and a very interested expression 
on his face, watching Grandpa unlock it. Then as 
the great doors swung back, he would run after 
them and paw at them. It was a wonder he did not 
get trapped. Within the safe were dark and gloomy 
depths which Thomas Kitten longed to explore. A 
voice within his brain seemed to whisper that 
perhaps there were rats inside. 

Sometimes he would jump in, and go sniffing into 
the corners, but Grandpa pulled him out again. 
Then, one day, he jumped in when Grandpa wasn’t 
looking, and went sniffing right to the back of the 
safe. His coat was jet black, and the depths within 
the safe were jet black also. Grandpa couldn’t see 
him. He closed the door and Thomas Kitten was 
locked in. 
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It was so dark when the door was closed, that 
even Thomas Kitten with his wonderful eyes could 
not see. Yet.he did not mind much at first. He went 
exploring, feeling his way with his whiskers. After 
all, there were no suspicious holes where rats or mice 
might hide, and no queer scents to rouse his hunting 
instincts. He was deeply disappointed. He wished 
someone would open the door and let him out. 
He said “ Meow” once or twice, but no one 
heard, so he put his head on his paws and went 
to sleep. 

He wakened a long time after and was surprised 
to find that he could not breathe very well. This 
choking sensation was horrible. He wished he had 
never jumped in. 

“ Meow, Meow, Meow!” he said, and then he had 
to stop to take breath. 

““ Meow, Meow, Meow,” he said again. 

Now, the key of the safe was kept in Grandpa's 
pocket. It was half-past six when Thomas Kitten 
woke up, and Grandpa was going by the seven 
o’clock bus to a dinner party. Ann was out. It was 
lucky for Thomas Kitten that Grandpa happened 
to pass through the kitchen. He was in a hurry, but 
when he heard that plaintive ‘‘ Meow ” he stopped. 

He opened the scullery door, but Thomas Kitten 
was not there. He opened the back door, but he 
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was not there. He opened the cellar door, but he 
was not there. Grandpa stopped to look at his 
watch. He must hurry if he meant to catch that 
bus. 

““ Meow, Meow, Meow!” said Thomas Kitten. 

Grandpa opened the boot-cupboard, but he was 
not there. He looked in the clothes basket, which 
was under the table, but he was not there. Again 
Grandpa stopped to look at his watch. The cat 
couldn’t be behind the dresser, for he had grown 
too big to squeeze down there. There was only the 
safe. He must be either in it or fast under it. 

Then Grandpa took out the key of the safe and 
unlocked the door, and Thomas Kitten rose, 
stretched himself majestically, and walked out. 

Grandpa slammed the safe door, and fled down 
the road, to catch his bus, more quickly than gentle- 
men of his age are supposed to run. He just 
managed to catch it, for the driver saw him coming 
and waited for him. 
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THOMAS KITTEN QUARRELS WITH 
SMUTTY THE PERSIAN 


A beautiful black Persian cat called ‘‘ Smutty ” 
lived next door to Thomas Kitten. Ann had been 
in the habit of petting Smutty, and he had strolled 
in and out of her kitchen as he pleased. When 
Thomas Kitten came, Smutty was jealous, especially 
as Ann, fearing lest he should hurt a kitten so 
tiny, would no longer allow him to enter her 
kitchen. 

When Thomas Kitten grew big enough to defend 
himself, she no longer tried to protect him. Thus 
it happened, one night, when Thomas Kitten had 
gone out to look at the moon, he met Smutty on 
the garden path. 

“There’s that horrible cat from next door,” 
thought Smutty. ‘I don’t know what he wanted 
to come intruding here for.” 

“This is my house and my garden,” Thomas 
Kitten thought. ‘“‘ How dare another cat come here 
without my invitation!” 

So they approached one another angrily, with 
backs arched and every hair on their spines standing 
on end. Then they put out their claws and spat — 
at one another, each expecting to see the other cat 
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run. But each stood his ground. Then they rose 
on their hind legs and cuffed one another, each 
uttering a bloodcurdling yell as he did so. Then 
they both fled. 

Their cries had been so loud that Ann heard 
them in the dining-room and went to open the back 
door. Thomas Kitten entered with his eyes still 
blazing and his hair still standing on end. 

The next morning Thomas Kitten went out 
prepared for battle. He saw Smutty in the next 
garden, so he walked up and down the path with 
his tail swinging and his ears set back. Up came 
Smutty. He rushed towards Thomas Kitten at full 
speed, pulled up suddenly when he reached him, 
and glared into his face with angry yellow eyes. 
He had expected to see Thomas Kitten run, for 
no cat in the neighbourhood could stand up against 
Smutty. | 

Thomas Kitten had awaited the charge with 
arched back, and now, rising on his hind legs and 
spreading his claws, spat savagely in Smutty’s face, 
as he had done in the face of Jack the Airedale. 
When Thomas Kitten did this he looked his very 
fiercest. Smutty was surprised. He had expected 
to see Thomas Kitten run. He ran up a poplar tree, 
jumped on the high wall, and sat there to recon- — 
sider the position. 
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It was only a temporary retreat, but Thomas 
Kitten was very elated. He walked across the grass 
plot with light mincing steps. His tail was stiff and 
erect, his back arched, and his hair standing on end. 
Every now and then he would turn to look at 
Smutty, and do a few steps of a sort of crab walk, 
out of pure conceit. 

His pride was short-lived, for beyond the grass 
plot he drew near to a deep hole, which Ann had 
dug to get some sand. Thomas Kitten was so blinded 
by vanity that he never saw it. He was crab-walking 
in, conscious pride, when the very ground seemed 
to give way beneath his feet. 

He fell so suddenly to the bottom of the hole 
that he lay there dazed, and as his senses returned 
he did not meow, but began to whimper pitifully. 

When a little girl from next door, came to lift 
him out, he spat at her. He even spat at Ann when 
she came. But when she said very gently to him, 
“Poor Thomas Kitten, Poor Thomas Kitten,” he 
recognized her voice, and crawling out, crouched 
miserably at her feet. He sat in the house and 
fretted for the whole of that day. 
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THOMAS KITTEN’S ADVENTURE WITH 
THE MILK JUG 


Thomas Kitten’s very wickedest trick was to 
jump on the table and lick the cream from the top 
of the milk jug. He much preferred his milk taken 
in this manner to lapping it up from a saucer on 
the scullery floor. 

There was a small green jug in which Ann often 
kept milk. Into it Thomas Kitten had often pushed 
his head and stolen the milk unknown to her. As 
time went on and he grew bigger and bigger, the 
jug became tighter and tighter round his head. 

One night, when everyone else had gone to bed, 
he went into the scullery. It was lit up by the light 
of a big round moon, which glowed in through the 
window. On the stone near the sink stood the little 
green jug. 

The very sight of it made Thomas Kitten feel 
thirsty. He jumped on the stone and looked into 
the jug. There was some milk in it, but not 
much. Still, it was very tempting. He put his 
front paws on the edges of the jug, and pushed 
his head in. 

He had never before found that jug quite so tight 
a fit, but he persisted. The milk was very low down, . 
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so he pushed and pushed, farther and farther, until 
head and ears and all were right in. He had a good 
drink and then tried to withdraw his head. It was 
a horrible moment when he found that he couldn’t 
get it out. 

At first he had no other idea but to back away 
from the jug. He backed to the side of the stone, 
and when he could feel the edge with his hind paws, 
he leapt off backwards, hoping to leave the jug behind 
him. Had it been china, it would have broken, but 
it was stone and so it didn’t. 

Then he backed across the scullery floor, and 
collided with Grandpa’s bicycle, hurting himself a 
little. The jug still clung to his head. As he backed, 
the milk in it splashed into his eyes and nostrils, 
half smothering him. 

Somehow he backed through the scullery door into 
the kitchen. Then round and round the kitchen 
he went, backwards, with the horrible jug still 
clinging to his head, and his eyes blinded and 
smarting with the splashing milk. 

At last he had to stop, for he was exhausted, and 
he found it difficult to breathe. It was then that it 
struck him to use his paws. He put his forepaws 
against the edges of the jug, and pushed with all 
his might, pulling his head backwards as he did 


so, just as a human being would have done. 
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He pushed and pulled his utmost, when plop—he 
suddenly found himself free. He wiped the milk 
out of his eyes with his paw, but did not even 
trouble to wash his face. He was too tired. He just 
lay where he was and slept until morning, with 
the overturned jug and the spilt milk beside him. 

There he was found when it grew light next day. 
The fur of his face and neck was stiff and matted 
with the milk which had dried in it. It was possible 
to trace his struggles by the splashes of dried milk. 

Milk placed in that particular jug was safe ever 
afterwards. ‘Thomas Kitten would not touch it. 
One adventure of that kind is enough, even for a 
Cat. 
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THOMAS KITTEN HELPS WITH THE 
DECORATIONS 


When spring came, Ann thought that she would 
paint and decorate the house a little. Thomas 
Kitten loved the fun of it. His part of the work was 
to run up and down the step-ladder, which was very 
high, very rapidly, out of sheer fun and lightness 
of heart. When he was tired of doing that, he would 
sit on the top step and watch. 

One day he seemed to be out of the way. Ann was 
standing on the very top step of the ladder, reaching 
up to the cornice. She had forgotten Thomas 
Kitten. He entered the room, but she did not 
notice him. Without a ‘“‘ Meow” of warning, he 
ran right up the ladder, and right up his mistress 
too, digging his claws into her as he climbed. Her 
thin frock was no protection against his sharp claws. 
Ann’s terror was so great that she nearly over- 
balanced, and as she clutched at the cornice for 
support, she uttered a most ear-piercing yell. 
Thomas Kitten was scared at the sound, but he 
set his ears back and, clutching her shoulder, hung 
on. 

The hair has long since departed from Grandpa’s 
head, all except a fringe round the outskirts, and 
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three white hairs on the top of his head. The three 
white hairs rose and stood on end as he rushed 
upstairs to see what was the matter. I will not repeat 
all that Grandpa said. 

The next day, Grandpa whitewashed the ceiling 
of a room and Ann yellow-washed its walls. Thomas 
Kitten had a fine time. He not only ran up and down 
the ladder, but whenever a tiny drop dripped from 
the brush, he ran after it and tried to catch it. So 
when Grandpa whitewashed the ceiling, Thomas 
Kitten was splashed with splashes of whitewash, 
and when Ann yellow-washed the walls, he was 
splashed with splashes of yellow-wash. 

By six o’clock in the evening, he was no longer a 
black cat, but a black cat with white and yellow spots. 
He spent the whole of the evening licking, and 
licking, and licking, until he was clean. I cannot 
think that so much paint tasted nice. 


THOMAS KITTEN AND THE BIRDS 37 


THOMAS KITTEN AND THE BIRDS 


A tame robin and many tom-tits came into Ann’s 
garden. Ann was afraid that as Thomas Kitten 
grew big, he would catch and eat one of them. But 
one glance at Thomas Kitten as he prowled about 
the garden was enough for them. They avoided it 
ever after. : 

But the sparrows were slow to learn the same 
lesson. To catch one of them became the aim of 
Thomas Kitten’s life. Day after day, he climbed the 
poplar tree, mounting even to the slender top which 
swayed in the wind. There he would rise on his 
hind legs and balance himself. If a sparrow alighted 
near him, he would dart his paw out and try to 
catch it. But the sparrow was always too quick for 
him. . 

Then he began to try other methods. He would 
crouch in the grass quite still, like the tiny black 
tiger he was, until a sparrow alighted near him. 
Then he would make a sudden spring. Even as 
he sprang, the sparrow, which had been watching 
him out of the corner of her eye, would rise in the 
air. Thomas Kitten would spring into the air after 
her, and try to grasp her with his fore-paws, but he 
only clawed the empty air. 
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Then one day he at last succeeded. It was Sunday 
afternoon and very hot. Ann sat in a deck-chair 
in the garden, reading. Thomas Kitten crouched 
in the grass, watching and watching. A sparrow 
alighted some distance away and pecked at the 
grass. 3 

“‘ Could he manage that distance?” he wondered. 
He rather thought so if he did his best. ‘The sparrow 
had seen him, but thought herself out of range. 

One mighty spring and Thomas Kitten was upon 
her and she was in his mouth. He held her quite 
gently, for now that he had her, he did not know 
quite what to do with her. He was not at all hungry, 
for he had just dined sumptuously off a salmon’s 
head. 

However, he knew that he had done a very clever 
thing, and he was very proud of himself. He began 
to swing his tail and to swagger. Ann was reading 
and did not notice him, so he came and brushed 
against her. That roused her. She watched him 
at first with amusement, but when he turned and 
she saw what he had in his mouth, she uttered 
a little squeal which was by no means a cry of 
admiration. 

Thomas Kitten realized that, and made off down 
the path by the side of the house with his prey. - 
Ann followed, quite upset. 
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“Oh, Thomas Kitten, do let the poor thing go!” 
she said. 

“Well, of all the cheek,” thought Thomas 
Kitten, stopping and turning his head to look at 
her. ‘‘ After all my trouble too. A cat does some- 
thing really clever, and this is all the thanks he 
gets.” 

Whether he loosened his hold in sheer surprise 
and indignation, or whether he thought that Ann 
was going to try and take the bird from him, I do 
not know, but the sparrow, which had lain in his 
mouth and made no struggle, suddenly leaped, beat 
her wings in his face, and flew right out of his 
mouth to the top of a tree. 

“There, it’s gone,” thought Thomas Kitten, 
and ran up the tree to try and recapture it, but 
it flew to the roof of the house, and Thomas Kitten 
came sadly down the tree. Then Ann patted him 
and gave him a saucer of milk. 

‘““Human beings are funny,’ thought Thomas 
Kitten. “‘ A cat does something really clever, and 
they are vexed. When he does something really 
foolish, they are pleased.” 
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THOMAS KITTEN LEARNS TO UNLATCH 
A DOOR 


Sometimes Thomas Kitten would leap at Ann’s 
needle as she sat sewing. One day when he did so, 
he carried her work right out of her hand, and made 
off across the floor with it. 

Ann was vexed. She picked Thomas Kitten up 
in one hand and her sewing in the other, and, 
putting him outside the door, she turned the latch 
on him. 

Outside in the dim passage, the twinkling of the 
brass door-knob caught Thomas Kitten’s mis- 
chievous eye. He stood on his hind-legs and pawed 
it. To his delight, it moved and rattled, so he pawed 
it again, just where the light through the glass door 
caught it and made it shine. The latch was not 
stiff and suddenly it turned under his paws, and to 
his much greater delight the door flew open. 

As he came back into the room, he had the proud 
consciousness of having done something really 
clever. Ann was not at all impressed. She thought 
to herself: 

** Dear me, I can’t have latched the door.” 

She picked Thomas Kitten up and dropped him 
in the passage again. But he had learned that to 
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paw a door-knob may make the door open. He 
immediately rose on his hind-legs, and pawed again 
at the knob. He had to paw a little longer this 
time. 

Ann, hearing the rattle of the knob, looked up. 
Then the door flew open, and in walked Thomas 
Kitten again, blinking in the sudden light. This 
time Ann was really impressed. 

“ You really are a very clever cat, Thomas Kitten,” 
said she, stroking him. So, feeling very well pleased 
with himself, he put his head on her foot and went 
to sleep. 


THOMAS KITTEN MAKES HIS MARK AT 
THE END OF A LETTER 


Thomas Kitten did not forget how to unlatch a 
door. The next morning, after breakfast, Grandpa 
went up into his office. 

“‘ T’d like to see what’s in that office,” thought 
Thomas Kitten, and went up after him. The door 
was fastened, so he stood on his hind-legs and pawed 
the knob. The latch was the sort that would puzzle 
a burglar. Thomas Kitten pawed and pawed, but 
the door would not open. Grandpa heard the 
rattling, and thinking that Ann was there, called 
out, “‘ Come in.” 
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“ How can I come in when the door will not 
open?” thought Thomas Kitten. He stood on his 
hind-legs and rattled the door again. 

Then Grandpa got up and opened the door. At 
first he stood astonished, thinking there was no one 


Making his Mark 


there. After a second, he noticed Thomas Kitten 
strolling majestically in, with his tail stiff and erect, 
as he always held it when he was feeling proud. 

“ Well, of all the cats!’’ said Grandpa, sitting down 
in his chair again. 

Thomas Kitten climbed on to the table where 
Grandpa was writing, curled his tail round his legs, 
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and sat looking very good, so Grandpa let him stay, 
and went on with his letters. 

Soon Thomas Kitten noticed a tin box near him. 
He put his paw out and dragged it nearer. Inside 
was a pad soaked with copying ink. Thomas Kitten 
smelled at it and thought the scent very peculiar. 
Then he put his paw on it. A few seconds later he 
glanced over Grandpa’s shoulder, to see what he 
was doing. 

The moving end of Grandpa’s pen fascinated 
him. He reached out his paw and put it down just 
where Grandpa was about to sign his name. He 
left upon the white paper the mark of his five little 
paw-pads in copying ink. 

‘“ See, Thomas Kitten,” said Grandpa, “ it’s my 
signature they expect to find at the end of this letter, 
not yours.” He picked Thomas Kitten up, put him 
out, and fastened the door. Though pussy stood 
on his hind-legs, and rattled and rattled, Grandpa 
would not open it again. 

““ Now, I wonder what he put me out for?” said 
Thomas Kitten to himself, as he walked slowly 
downstairs. ‘“ I’m sure I was doing no harm.” 
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THOMAS KITTEN FINDS HIS WAY INTO 
THE LARDER 


Thomas Kitten looked on all little tit-bits which 
were left uncovered as his by right. If Ann left the 
lid off the butter pot, he saw no reason why he 
should not sit on the table and lick the butter until 
she returned. So Ann took to keeping all her goodies 
on the stone slab in the larder. 

There was a little window near the roof of the 
larder, which looked out into the garden. Thomas 
Kitten would sit in the garden, gazing through the 
window at Ann’s goodies for hours. 

The window was long and narrow, and swung on 
an iron rod which passed through the middle. It 
was kept slightly open, and Thomas Kitten could 
just poke his nose through the lower opening. 

One day he thought he would try the upper 
opening. He stood on his hind-legs, and leaned 
forward to paw at it. His weight made the window 
swing open. A moment later a very startled pussy 
was tightly clutching a window which was swinging 
backwards and forwards under him. A brave cat 
never looks behind. Thomas Kitten gave one glance 
at the larder floor, thought to himself, “‘ I can just 
manage it, if I do my best,” and a moment later 
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had hurled himself through the air, to land quite 
safely, on all fours but a little shaken, on the larder 
floor. 

Grandpa had been in the larder all the time trying 
to make the electric bells ring. It was getting dusk, 
and he was very much startled when the cat shot 
over his head. He picked him up and carried him 
into the kitchen. 

Next day Thomas Kitten went through the 
window again, but Ann had put all her goodies in 
a wire safe. He had, however, found a new and 
amusing way of entering the house. 
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THOMAS KITTEN STEALS CHICKEN 


One day Ann cooked a chicken for dinner. 
Thomas Kitten tasted and found it delicious. He 
thought it even nicer than salmon’s head. He lay 
on the hearth all the afternoon, sleeping the effects 
off. After tea he went into the larder, and there in 
the meat safe he saw the remains of the chicken. 

He climbed all over the safe, but finding no way 
in, returned up the steps into the kitchen. At 
intervals during the night he thought of that chicken, 
and when it was dawn, he became hungry and 
determined to get it. 

The dining-room window was open. A flying 
leap and he was out in the garden. The air was full 
of delicious scents, but he did not heed them. He 
thought only of chicken. 

A second later he had leapt through the swivel 
window into the larder. The chicken was still there. 
He wasted no time gazing at it, but mounted the safe 
at once. He walked all over the top clawing at the 
wire, but it held. He clawed very hard at the wire 
door, but he could not open it. 

Then he clawed at the wire at the sides, inch by 
inch, all over, and at last he found a spot where it 
had rusted a little. It gave way beneath his vigorous 
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claws, and he managed to make a tiny hole. Standing 
on the top of the safe and reaching down, he clawed 
at this tiny hole, making it bigger. 

Then he came down from the top and climbed 
up the side. He hung on with three paws and 
pushed the other paw through. He could just 
reach the chicken’s neck, and it waggled under his 
touch. He even managed to stick his claws into it 
and drag the chicken a little nearer. 

But this was not going to help him. He must get 
his head inside. He hung on now with four paws 
and pushed his nose through the hole. The wire 
scratched him but gave a little. Still the hole was 
not big enough and it was fast becoming day. 

He was weary by this time, but still determined. 
He mounted the side again, and hanging on with 
his claws, pushed his head into the hole. As he 
pushed and pushed, the wire gave and gave, until 
at last his head was right in. He seized the chicken 
by the neck and pulled. It came sliding off the dish 
and then it stuck, for it was too large to come 
through the hole. Thomas Kitten pulled so hard 
that the neck came right off. 

He stopped and devoured it. Surely never did 
chicken’s neck taste so nice to any Tom-cat. He ate . 
it with an untroubled conscience. He felt, in fact, 
that he had earned it. 
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When he had finished, he heard someone moving 
in the kitchen. He ran up the steps and mewed, 
and the door was opened to him as he expected. 
He rubbed against Grandpa’s legs and purred, 
without any sense of guilt, and a few minutes later 
he greeted Ann in a similar manner. 

He did not want any breakfast. A few laps of 
milk to wash the chicken down, sufficed. Then he 
jumped on the arm-chair, curled himself up, and 
slept until lunch time. Many hours passed before 
his ravages were discovered, and then he did not 
get the beating which many people would say he 
deserved. 

Ann said that he would not understand what he 
was being beaten for, and the matter really rested 
with her. 
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THOMAS KITTEN GOES HUNTING 


At the house called ‘‘ Pendle ”’, where Jack, Mary, 
and Kathleen live, there had once been a very pretty 
cat named “ Fluffy”. Poor Fluffy ate a poisoned 
mouse and died from the effects. After that the 
impudence of the other mice at Pendle knew no 
bounds. 

When Margaret, the maid, was sweeping the 
hearth in the morning, before lighting the fire, 
they would come out and deliberately wink at her. 
One of them so far forgot himself as to run up her 
arm, over her shoulder, and down her back. Then 
he made off across the floor and disappeared down 
his hole. She was indignant at their impudence. — 

“ Do you think we could borrow Thomas Kitten?” 
said she. Ann was a little doubtful at first, because 
there was a big dog at Pendle called ‘‘ Buster ”’, and 
Thomas Kitten hated dogs. 

Thus an afternoon came when Ann carried 
Thomas Kitten across to Pendle on her shoulder. 
He went quietly enough. When they reached the 
limits of his farthest wanderings, he dug his claws 
a little firmer into Ann’s shoulder, and kept his eyes 
open and his nostrils quivering, in case it should be 
necessary to find his way home again. 
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By Pendle garden gate some dogs were fighting. 
This so scared him that when at last Ann put him 
down on the kitchen floor, the hair on his spine had 
risen and he was prepared to spit at everyone. 
However, Ann stroked him and Mary gave him a 
saucer of milk, so he calmed down. 

Then he began to sniff about and notice the 
scents. The first scent he perceived was certainly 
Dog. Again his hair rose on end. He examined 
kitchen, scullery, and pantry, prepared to spit and 
scratch at a moment’s notice. 

It was in the pantry that another scent struck 
upon his nostrils, so forcibly as to make him forget 
the very existence of such pests as dogs. It was 
Mouse. 

Thomas Kitten found it very interesting. With 
his nose down, he followed one line of scent from 
the toy cupboard, over the kitchen dresser, over the 
sofa, and right away into the pantry to a cupboard 
which had once been used for food. Ann obligingly 
opened the door of this cupboard for him, and 
he stepped inside. He sniffed round and soon 
found a hole which he knew (though no one 
had ever told him) to be the dwelling place of 
mice. He sat down and prepared to wait with 
infinite patience. 

Two minutes later there was a noise in the hall. 
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It was Jack home from school. Thomas Kitten 
turned, thinking: 

** T wish they would be quiet. How can they expect 
any mouse to come out?” 

He saw the hall door open, and behind Jack he 
caught sight of the big dog, Buster. Many grown 
men were afraid of Buster, so it is no wonder that 
Thomas Kitten was afraid too. He came back into 
the kitchen in a state of nervous alarm. He jumped 
on the arm of Ann’s chair, and his eyes never left 
the door through which he had seen the dog. If 
it opened, he would arch his back and prepare for 
a battle which never happened. All thoughts of 
mice had been driven from his head, so Ann carried 
him home again. Thomas Kitten purred with plea- 
sure when he found himself safely on his own hearth. 
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TABITHA 


A pretty little Tabby came to live next door to 
Thomas Kitten. Her back had bars like a tiger, her 
face and paws were white. Her tail was very short 
and her name was “'Tabby”. Ann called her 
“Tabitha ’”’, but Grandpa always called her “‘ The 
little fat Cheshire lady ”’. 

She was plump even as a kitten, and later she was 
quite stout. 

Tabitha liked Thomas Kitten. It was summer, 
and he lay full length on the grass plot in the sun. 
She began by making playful rushes at him, but he 
took no notice. Then she began to play with his tail. 

“These kittens!” said Thomas Kitten, who’ 
thought himself already a cat (though he was not). 
He raised his head and looked at her. 

“‘ She’s not a bad youngster,” thought he, and 
he stretched his long sleek black paw to touch her. 
This delighted her, and she renewed her little 
rushes. Thus they became friends, though Thomas 
Kitten was always very condescending. There 
was no doubt of Tabitha’s affection. She followed 
him about, and sometimes she even licked him, 
which seemed very absurd, for she was still a little — 
kitten and he was nearly a cat. 
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Soon after, Tabitha’s own people went away, and 
Ann took charge of her. It is one thing to have a 
girl friend to play with in the garden, quite another 
to have her always on the premises. As she settled 
herself on the rug, Thomas Kitten went to the 
farthest corner of it and eyed her doubtfully. He 
would not drive her out, but he was cold about this 
new arrangement. 

He had been in the habit of following Ann about 
from room to room as she did her work. Tabitha 
continued to follow Thomas Kitten, so for a fort- 
night they went about the house a procession of 
three. | 

First, Ann with her duster. 

Second, Thomas Kitten with his tail in the air. 

Third, Tabitha bringing up the rear. 

One day the two cats found themselves locked out 
in the rain. Tabitha came and took shelter on Ann’s 
doorstep. 

“Why don’t you go to your own house?” asked 
Thomas Kitten. 

“ There’s no way in,” said poor Tabitha. 

* Let’s go and look,” said Thomas Kitten. So 
off they went in the rain. Thomas Kitten first, 
Tabitha meekly following. 

The backyard door was bolted fast and all the 
windows closely fastened. ‘This did not please 
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Thomas Kitten, but he would not leave Tabitha in 
the rain. 

“‘ T can show you a way into our house, if you can 
jump,” said he. 

“‘T’m not a good jumper,”’ said Tabitha, “‘ but I’ll 
try.”” He led her to the window of the larder. He 
leaped upon it and it opened with his weight. In 
a second he was safe on the larder floor. Tabitha 
pushed the window with her nose and looked down. 

“It’s a big jump,” said she, “ but [ll try.” So, 
not to seem a coward in his eyes, she scrambled a 
little way down, and then jumped and landed safely 
on all fours. 

They both fled up the steps to the kitchen door, 
and a second later Grandpa heard two different 
““Meows ” in two different keys, and opened the 
door to admit two very wet cats. They shook them- 
selves, and licked themselves, and with the help of a 
warm fire, were soon dry. 
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THOMAS KITTEN IS LEFT IN THE 
HOUSE ALONE 


One day Ann packed a big portmanteau for 
Grandpa. She went down the garden path too, with 
Thomas Kitten at her heels, and waved to Grandpa 
until he was out of sight. 

“« She’s very fussy this morning,” thought ‘Thomas 
Kitten. Then Ann put the step-ladder to the larder 
window, so that puss could go in and out of the 
house as he pleased. 

“Now, why should she do that?” he thought. 
“TI can get in when I want, and I’ve only to say 
* Meow ’ when I want to go out.” 

Then Ann packed a bag for herself, which she 
strapped to the back of her bicycle. She poured 
out a basin of milk for him and then she, too, rode 
away. ‘Thomas Kitten was not at all alarmed, for 
he had seen her ride away many times and she had 
always come back. 

The sun was shining brilliantly in the garden, so 
he went to look for Tabitha, and they played together 
for a long time. Then he went into the house, via 
the larder window. No one had returned and the 
fire was out. They were late to-day. He would see 
if they were coming. 
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The house was near a corner where five roads 
met. ‘The corner house had a tall gate post, from 
the top of which he could see some distance down 
all five roads. He used to wait there for Ann, and 
never failed to spot her by whichever of the five 
roads she happened to return. 

This time he waited until the stars came out, 
but neither she nor Grandpa came. He was desolate 
and miserable. He went back into the house, drank 
the remainder of his milk, curled himself up on the 
rug, and slept until morning. 

He awoke at dawn, feeling more cheerful. They 
would surely return to-day, and meanwhile he was 
hungry. He went into the garden and climbed the 
poplar tree. There, well hidden among the leaves, 
he waited motionless until an unwary sparrow 
alighted near him. He sprang upon her, and came 
down the tree a moment later with the bird in his 
mouth, : 

After his meal, he played a little. Then he came 
into the house, but it was still empty. He sat in the 
arm-chair and began to fret, but just then he heard 
a key in the latch and jumped down delighted. 

“ Here they are,” thought he, but it was only 
Kathleen and Mary with their mother. They had 
brought him some milk and bits of meat. They 
hugged him and petted him. “ For,” said Kathleen, © 
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“poor Thomas Kitten looks so lonely.” When he 
didn’t eat the meat, they said, “‘ See, poor thing, 
he’s fretting.” They didn’t know that he had already 
breakfasted off sparrow. 

As the days passed, Thomas Kitten really fretted, 
in spite of the half-hour’s petting he had every day 
from Jack, Mary, or Kathleen when they came to 
feed him. He no longer caught sparrows nor had any 
joy in the sunshine. He never went out lest they 
should return while he was away. Tabitha, missing 
her playfellow, came to look for him. She found 
him in the arm-chair, his coat quite dull and grey 
with grief. She licked him, but failed to comfort 
him. 

At last, after many days, he heard the rattle of the 
front door latch. Lonely and nervous, he rose with 
his back arched and every hair on end. Then he 
heard a cheerful voice say: 

“Is that you, Thomas Kitten?” and Ann entered 
the kitchen. He jumped down, purring loudly, and 
rubbed himself against her to show his great pleasure. 
Soon, when the fire was lighted and the place cosy, 
Grandpa came in. 

They were all very pleased to see one another 
again, and to all that Ann or Grandpa said, Thomas 
Kitten purred a loud accompaniment. 
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THOMAS KITTEN FALLS SICK 


Grandpa and Thomas Kitten both fell sick. 
Thomas Kitten sat in an arm-chair by the fire, and 
felt very poorly. Grandpa sat in the arm-chair 
opposite, and he felt poorly too. 

Ann went to a Medicine Man, who prescribed 
a white pill for Grandpa and a black one for Thomas 
Kitten. But Grandpa refused to take his white pill 
and ‘Thomas refused to take his black one. Grandpa 
was persuaded at last, but his white pill did not cure 
him. 

With Thomas Kitten the task was more difficult. 
Ann wrapped his black pill in a piece of raw meat. 
He ate the meat and dropped the pill out of the corner 
of his mouth. Then he looked up very wise, to see 
if Ann would give him any more meat. 

Ann ground another pill up and put it in a saucer 
of milk. Thomas Kitten tasted and thought the 
milk queer. He would drink no more. He left it 
there to go sour. 

Then Ann kept him without food for a whole 
day. When supper time came, he was very hungry. 
He kept pawing Ann and then running to his bowl. 
He was surprised and alarmed when she would 
not give him food. 
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“Never mind,” thought he, “ I’ll go and catch 
a bird.”” But Ann had fastened all the doors, so he 
remained hungry all night. By morning he was 
ravenous. When Ann gave him some milk, he drank 
it without realizing that there was a horrid pill 
ground up in it. 

A little while after he had drunk it, he began to 
feel even more sick and wretched. Then he began 
to mend. The shine came back to his coat and he 
grew frisky again. 

Grandpa was better too, but it was not the white. 
pill which cured him. At least he said it was not. 


THOMAS KITTEN EATS THE BACON 


Ann used sometimes to cook the bacon on two 
plates before the hot kitchen fire. One day when it 
was beautifully sizzled, and the tea just made, she 
called to Grandpa, but he had not finished shaving. 

* T'll be down in a minute,” said he. 

Ann withdrew his bacon from the fire, and placed 
it on the steel stool on the hearth. She took her own 
bacon, propped the morning paper on the sugar 
pot, and prepared to enjoy herself. 

Thomas Kitten, who had been waiting at the 
back door for the milkman, strolled into the kitchen. 
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The milkman was late, and Thomas Kitten was 
hungry. Grandpa, from whom he usually begged 
bacon rind, was not down yet. It was no use pawing 
at Ann when she was reading. You had to scratch 
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Bacon for Breakfast 


her before she would notice you at all. He sat on 
the hearth and washed his face. ‘Then he sniffed. 
There was a lovely scent of bacon in the air. There 
it was, on the steel stool near the fire. 

“Was it put there for him? Was it Grandpa’s?”’ 
He didn’t know and he didn’t care. He went nearer, 
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but the fire was too hot and he had to retreat. He 
put his paw out and dragged the plate a little way 
from the fire. He dragged it a little farther, and a 
little farther, until it was in a cool place. 

Ann went on reading and took no notice. 

He stood on his hind-legs, and ate the bacon all 
up. ‘Then he licked the plate until it was clean. 
Soon Grandpa came down. 

“ Where’s my bacon?” said he. “ It’s there,” said 
Ann. 

“It isn’t,” said Grandpa, and of course it wasn’t. 

There was nothing but a perfectly clean plate. 
Ann looked from it to the cat, who was demurely 
washing himself again. 

“Thomas Kitten must have eaten it,” said she. 
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THE CATS AND THE COUNTERPANES 


Ann one day washed two large counterpanes and 
put them on the line in the garden. It was a very 
windy day and the wind made the fringes flutter. 
The night had been wet, and the flower beds were 
muddy, but the grass in the centre was nice to play 
on. 

Tabitha and Thomas Kitten stopped their play 
to gaze up at the fluttering fringes of the counter- 
panes with round eyes. 

“* T can jump as high as that,” said Tabitha. 

‘Let me see you do it, then,” said Thomas 
Kitten. 

Tabitha crouched, and then gave the biggest 
spring of which her little fat body was capable. 
She just touched the fringe, and indeed hung 
on to it for the hundredth part of asecond. The 
heavily-laden line creaked under the additional 
weight. 

“ T can jump much higher than that,” said ‘Thomas 
Kitten, and he began to show off. He really could 
jump splendidly. He leaped into the air, after the 
most high-flown bits of fluttering fringe, in a manner 
truly marvellous. Often he left a muddy paw mark 


on the white linen, but that did not trouble him. 
(D559) 5 
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Tabitha was gazing at him in goggle-eyed admira- 
tion. 

Suddenly the heavily-laden line, strained by 
these repeated jerks, snapped. The props fell with 
a crash, and the two counterpanes fell to the ground, 
burying the two cats beneath them. 

They scrambled out and fled in terror to the end 
of the garden. For a time they watched the white 
heap of cloth, quite frightened, but when it did not 
move, they thought they might as well play on it. 
So they romped on it with their muddy paws. 

When Ann came out half an hour later, they were 
still playing, and only a little patch of linen was 
left clean here and there. Ann had to put the 
counterpanes in the boiler and wash them again. 
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THOMAS KITTEN’S GREATEST 
ADVENTURE 


ParT I 


One lovely moonlight night, Thomas Kitten, 
feeling in an adventurous mood, determined to pass 
the night out of doors. The big, yellow moon was 
set in a deep blue sky with glittering stars. The 
road was gleaming white. ‘Thomas Kitten sniffed 
the sweet air of early spring. 

““ How stupid human beings are, to go to bed on 
such a night,” thought he. “I shall go exploring.” 
Out of his own garden he wandered, over walls, 
across streets, along strange roofs. What a wonderful, 
wide world it was! Thomas Kitten was so happy | 
that he forgot to notice all the little landmarks which 
should help him to find his way back. 

The stars went out, and the sky grew grey. Then 
a long line of light showed in the East. 

“IT must be going home now,” said Thomas 
Kitten, suddenly feeling tired and hungry. “ I shall 
get in with the milk.” But to go home was not so 
easy as he expected. 

There were all sorts of bewildering turnings and 
cross roads. Soon the sun was up, and carts and 
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motors clattered and hooted everywhere. His way 
back became more and more difficult. Often he 
had to wait a long time before he dared to cross a 
road. By midday, he was tired, hungry, and still 
hopelessly lost. He sat in a tiny garden and thought 
very hard. He must first get something to eat. 
But how? It did not seem a likely place to catch 
a sparrow in, nor did he feel equal to the long and 
patient waiting necessary. 

The rest did him good, and soon he sniffed the 
odour of cooking food. He got up and followed the 
scent, and it took him down a passage to the backs 
of the houses. He passed up a flagged yard and saw 
a kitchen door standing open, so he walked in. 

A lady stood at the sink, peeling potatoes, and a 
girl with fluffy hair was putting dishes in a cup- 
board. The girl saw him first. 

“Oh see, Mummie, what a lovely black cat,” 
said she. So the lady looked up and saw Thomas 
Kitten. “ I'll give him some milk,” she said. “ It’s 
very lucky when a black cat comes into your house.” 

She poured some from a jug, and Thomas Kitten 
drank it eagerly. He rubbed against her, by way of 
thanks, and departed feeling better. He wandered 
about in a wearisome search for another four hours, © 
but no scent, no landmark, no corner could he find 
which was familiar to him. He was hungry again, 
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and so tired that the very pads of his paws were 
sore. 

He had wandered into a place where the houses 
were very mean and squalid, too. Most of them 
were so full of people that Thomas Kitten was 
_ afraid to enter. The other cats whom he met were 
a little worn and shabby looking. He did not know 
any of them. | 

A door opened, and a woman came out with a pail 
of water. He could see a man in the kitchen, eating 
boiled ham and drinking tea. Thomas Kitten was 
so bold as to enter. 

Now, it happened that the man hated cats. He 
suspected Thomas Kitten, too, of a desire to steal his 
boiled ham, in which suspicion he was not wrong. 
He rose to his feet and hissed fiercely. Then 
picking his cap up from the dresser behind him, 
he threw it at our poor Tom-cat with all his might. 

It did not hit him. The last tip of his tail had 
disappeared through the door long before that. 

Three doors lower down, he saw a saucer of milk 
in a yard. It belonged to another cat who had left 
it for a moment to hiss at a fox terrier. Thomas 
Kitten crept in, but he had only taken three laps, 
when like an avalanche the other cat was upon him. - 

Thomas Kitten was, of course, underneath, and 
the other cat clawed and bit him. He shut his eyes 


THOMAS’S GREATEST ADVENTURE 71 


tight, lest the cruel claws should reach them, and 
with a sudden wrench freed himself. His ear was 
bleeding, and a piece of fur, as big as a shilling, was 
missing from the top of his head. 

Tired as he was, he ran swiftly to the top of a 
high wall, and sat there trembling with fright, 
hunger, and weariness. 

Soon he recovered himself a little. The high wall, 
on which he was sitting, overlooked a square yard 
which belonged to a dealer in hay and straw. A 
stable door was open opposite, but there was as yet 
no horse in. A thick bed of straw lay on the floor, 
and the manger was full of hay. 

“That would be a nice place to go to sleep,” 
thought Thomas Kitten. He crept down the wall, 
crossed the yard, and entered the stable stealthily. 
The manger seemed the likeliest place for a cat to 
be out of the way of harm. He climbed into it and 
fell fast asleep. 
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THOMAS KITTEN’S GREATEST 
ADVENTURE 


Part II 


While ‘Thomas Kitten lay asleep in the hay, he 
dreamed that he was at home, and that Ann was 
rubbing her hand up and down his back, as she 
sometimes did when it amused her to rub his 
fur the wrong way. It made a queer crunching 
noise which he had never noticed when he was 
awake. 

He awoke suddenly, and found that something 
really was rubbing up and down his back, and that 
there was really a queer crunching noise. Somehow 
he was not afraid. He rose, stretched himself, and 
turned to find himself staring into the huge face 
of a horse, which had been eating the bed from 
under him. | 

It may have been the gentleness with which he chyoae 
had felt the horse’s nose rubbing against him, or “Ae 
that instinct which makes most animals know oe 
friend when they meet one, which prevented ‘Thomas 
Kitten from feeling any fear. He certainly knew at 
once that the horse felt kindly towards him, and he 
immediately loved the horse. Their conversation 
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must have been satisfactory, for soon Thomas 
Kitten walked along the partition, and with a little 
spring landed on the horse’s back, where he curled 
himself up and fell asleep again. 

The horse liked to have him there. That living 
ball of fur seemed so warm and friendly. The cat 
was still there when the man came next morning to 
harness the horse. The noise of his entrance awoke 
Thomas Kitten, and his experiences of the previous 
day had made him nervous. He leapt from the 
horse’s back like a shot, darted between the man’s 
legs, and was back on the top of the high wall. 
Sitting there, he very soon made up his mind that 
he was desperately hungry and meant to get a 
breakfast. 

He began to go from house to house, putting his 
inquisitive nose near every open door, trying to find 
if there was anything good to eat. At last, after 
some time, he smelled a familiar and very inviting 
scent. It was the scent of raw fish. 

Made bold by hunger, he walked in. There, on 
a stone slab, lay three steaks of cod-fish. A woman 
was melting some fat in a frying pan over a gas 
stove. Thomas Kitten landed upon the stone slab 
with one flying leap, and had seized the first steak 
of cod in his mouth, even as the woman turned to 
lift it into the pan. 


76 THOMAS KITTEN 


She uttered a shriek of surprise and made a 
grab to seize him, but he was too quick for her. 
She saw nothing but a streak of black as he dis- 
appeared through the door. She grabbed the carving 
knife to throw at him, but she was too late. He 
had already put the height of the yard wall between 
them. He climbed two more high walls before he 
thought it was safe to stop and eat his stolen meal. 

How good it was! 

Then he sat and looked round. He could see no 
sign nor landmark that he knew, but as he sat 
wondering, a sound smote upon his ears. It was the 
rumbling of a passing train. 

Thomas Kitten knew that sound, for his home 
was near the railway. It reminded him of every- 
thing he loved best. He came down from the wall 
and went towards the sound. Soon he came to some 
high wooden palings, which he mounted, and found 
that he was overlooking the railway. 

He remembered now, that on the night of his 
adventure he had passed down just such an em- 
bankment, and over shining metals like those he 
now saw before him. He must cross again if he 
wished to get home. 

A train was shunting when Thomas Kitten reached 
the palings, and the clattering and clanging of the 
trucks made such a deafening uproar that he did 
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not dare to go down the embankment. At last the 
goods train moved off, the engine uttering a final 
shriek as it did so. 

The railway seemed quiet now. Thomas Kitten 
descended the palings. When he was half-way 
down the embankment, an express passed with a 
fierce rumble and roar that nearly frightened him 
out of his wits. 

He sat and shivered for a minute or two, then, 
having looked first to the right and then to the left, 
made up his mind that there was no use delaying, 
and crossed the railway quite calmly. When he had 
climbed up the other side, he was delighted to find 
himself in a place that he knew. 

Meanwhile, Ann and Tabitha had been most 
anxious about the absent Thomas Kitten. What 
could have happened to him? ‘Tabitha fretted so 
much that she ceased to wash herself. She sat in 
the garden with the white part of her face quite dirty. 

Ann would often go to the door, and utter a 
curious call which never failed to bring Thomas 
Kitten if he were within hearing distance. She 
had called many times, but he had not come. On 
the third evening of his absence, she went down into 
the larder, and the cat came bounding through the 
window. He fled up the steps before her like a wild 
cat. 
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“‘ You’ve lost your good looks, Thomas Kitten,” 
said she, when she saw his torn ear and the bald 
patch on the top of his head. She fed him, and he 
went to sleep before the fire. Many hours passed 
before he awoke. Then he sat gazing into it. He 
was thinking his adventures over, for they had taught 
him many things. In fact, THomas Kitten had 
become THOMAS Cat. 
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The Boys’ and Girls’ Bookshelf 


Terrie’s Travels. 
Jennie Chappell. 


Joan’s Adventures. 


Alice Corkran. 


In a Stranger’s Garden. 


C. Cuming. 


In the Days of Prince Hal. 


H. Elrington. 


The ‘‘ Saucy May ’”’. 
Henry Frith. 


Picked Up at Sea. 
J. C. Hutcheson. 


The Lonely Pyramid. 
J. H. Yoxall. 


Nutbrown Roger and I. 
J. H. Yoxall. 


The Young Folk’s Library 


Walter’s Feats Ascott R. Hope. 
Stories of Strange Pets. 
E. E. Cuthell. 
Thumbelina in Nature Land. 
Rene. 
The Sea King’s Son. 
Mary C. Rowsell. 
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Three Troublesome Monkeys. 
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The Witch’s Palace. 


Nathaniel Hawthorne. 
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Ruskin. 


Do Your Duty. 


Elsie Wins. 
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Henty. 


‘The Crusoes of the Frozen North. 
Gordon Stables. 


Little Greycoat. 
Ellinor Davenport Adams. 


Gipsy Dick. Mrs. Henry Clarke- 


A Little Englishman. 
Jane Deakin. 


Jack and the Gypsies. 
Kate Wood. 


Tommy’s Trek. Bessie Marchant. 
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Little Red Purse. 
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Castle Dune. 
Katharine L. Oldmeadow. 


The Adventures of Thomas 
Kitten. M. M. Aydon. 


Little Miss — 
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Andersen’s Fairy Tales. 

The Basket of Flowers. 
Grimm’s Fairy Tales. 
Kingsley’s Heroes. 

Nat the Naturalist. 

Tales from Henty. 

Tanglewood Tales. 

Little Women. Louisa M. Alcott. 


Good Wives. Louisa M. Alcott. 
The Coral Island. Ballantyne. 

Martin Rattler. Ballantyne. 
The Dog Crusoe. Ballantyne. 


The Gorilla Hunters. Ballantyne. 
Erling the Bold. Ballantyne. 
The Lifeboat. Ballantyne. 


The Brig ‘‘ Audacious ’’. 
Alan Cole. 


What Katy Did. Susan Coolidge. 


‘What Katy Did at School. 
Susan Coolidge. 


What Katy Did Next. 
Susan Coolidge. 


Deerslayer. Cooper. 


The Last of the Mohicans. 
Cooper. 


Robinson Crusoe. Defoe. 
A Tale of Two Cities. Dickens, 


Hans Brinker, or The Silver 
Skates. Mary M. Dodge. 


Tom Brown’s School Days. 
Thomas Hughes. 


Water-Babies. Charles Kingsley. 


Peter the Whaler. 
W. H. G. Kingston. 


Bab’s Two Cousins. 
Kathleen Knox. 


Queen of the Daffodils. L. Laing. 


Settlers in Canada. 
Captain Marryat. 


Masterman Ready. _ 
Captain Marryat. 


Hetty Gray. Rosa Mulholland. 


The White Standard. 
E. F. Pollard. 


*Twixt School and College. 


Gordon Stables. 


Kidnapped by Cannibals. 
Gordon Stables. 


The Hermit Hunter of the Wilds, 
Gordon Stables, 


The Happy Home Library 


In Cloudland. 
A Little Hero. Mrs. Musgrave. 


The Lost Thimble. 
Mrs. Musgrave. 


An Australian Childhood. 
Helen Campbell. 


Little Miss Vanity. 
Mrs. H. Clarke. 


Edith E. Cuthell. 
Henty. 


Mrs. Musgrave. 


The Skipper. 
The Two Prisoners. 


Among the Bushrangers. Henty. 
Henty. 


An Indian Raid. 


Young Captain. Henty. 
Charlie Marryat. Henty. 
The World of Ice. Ballantyne. : 


The Loss of the ‘‘ Agra ’’. 


What Hilda Saw. Penelope Leslie. 


Kitty Carroll. L. E. Tiddeman. 


Rosa’s Repentance. 
L. E. Tiddeman. 


Aboard the Mersey. 
Mrs. G. Cupples. 


Up the Rainbow Stairs. : 
Sheila E. Braine. 
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“ Messrs. Blackie & Son certainly take the. very 
foremost position as publiShers.-of books for the 
young.”—Daily Mail. 


é * 
“The finest productions, ds usual, come from 
Messrs. Blackie & Son.”—Daily Graphic.” 


“The firm stand in a elass by themselves.” 
*—Notts Guardian. 


““A house which knows exactly what children 
like, and supplies it with ungrudging devotion to 
detail."—The Times. — 


“The story-books of Messrs. Blackie ‘& Son 
are dehightful.”—-Daily Telegraph. 


“ Messrs. Blackie & Son have always excelled 
in the provision of ‘books for young folks.” 


$ —Seotsman. 


“ Messrs. Blackie & Son ue: no sili: e 
‘ —Manchester Courier. 


‘““Messrs. Blackie & Son’s name on. the title 
page of a ‘book for young people ig a sufficient 
guarantee that its contents will be bright and 
wholesome.”—Yorkshire Post. ths 
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